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MAR. 



HE'S JUST TRYING TO SCARE US, 
MA6INE— EACH DOOR IS A YEAR AND 
| WE PASS THRU TO PEEK, WE CAN'T 
EVER COME BACK/ WHAT A LAUGH / 
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HERE'S THE BIGGEST 
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IN POCKET-SIZED BOOKS! 



1 Complete, Unabridged Novels— 

In 1 Pocket-Sized Book ... 

NOW-thrill to adventure, 
mystery and romance in 
every page of ACE DOU- 
BLE NOVEL BOOKS ... a 



£<Vl Only 



, of I 






tion-packed double nov- 
els, that give you the most 
exciting reading for your 

Each book is crammed with the kind of 
nerve tingling reading you want . . . 
thrill-starved, money-hungry men and 
women . . . smashing climaxes . . . sus- 
penseful endings . . . untamed love! 
BUT DON'T DELAY . . . these sensational 
ACE DOUBLE NOVEL BOOKS are at your 
newsdealer's. Ask him for them by 
name today ... OR MAIL THE COUPON 
...NOW! 
I ENJOYONE NOVEL flipthe book 
I over AND READ THE SECOND! 

:E BOOKS, Inc. Oept. AC 4 
_ j West 47th Street, New York 36. N. Y. 

Rush my copies of (he new 2-in-T sensation . . . ACE DOUBLE NOVEL BOOKS I 



MYSTERY-ADVENTURE 



DON'T DELAY-MAIL 
THE COUPON NOW! 



THE HAND OF TATE, ^ 



^i 




But the seed of greed had 
been planted in stanley's 
brain, and as an idea dawned 
on him, he slowly drew back 
with a satisfied smirk. . . 



Ue RESUMED HIS STANCE OF 
WATCHFUL WAITINS... SOMEHOW 

SURE THAT THE MIRROR HAD 
CORRECTLY PREDICTED THE 
HORROR ABOUT TO UNFOLD. AND 

SUDDENLY THEIR WAS A SHAT- 
TERING EXPLOSION. 



Screams and moans fol- 
lowed IN THE WAKE OF THE 
EXPLOSION, AND THEN SILENCE, 
DEATHLY SILENCE . . . 




T V" - 1 -- ' ■' . . 

■Darting mm thewreckage, 

STANLEY GHOULISHLY BEGAN 
TO ROB THE DEAD OF ALL 
THEIR VALUABLES. . . 




The ship's name struck a responsive chord, 
stanley had read of the imminent launching 
of the new ocean liner. and even as he 
stared, he beheld an awesome sight. . . 
%jhe ship exploded/ 




It was done/ there was no thought now about warning the 
innocent of the doom that threatened them. no... stanley 
even took to watching the final preparations of the ship's 
maiden voyage— callous to all that went on 



NOW ALL I HAVE TO DO IS WAIT 
FOR THE INSURANCE CHECK. THAT'S ' 
THE EASIEST HUNDRED GRAND , 
ANYBODY EVER MADE/ 







Once more the vaporous clouds in 
the mirror gave way to a ' forbidding 
picture of the future. . . 



SOME DREADFUL DISEASE. HOW 
HORRIBLE/ THEY'RE WASTING AWAY/ 
GOOD HEAVENS/ COULD THAT BE AN 
OMEN OF SOME PLAGUE THAT WILL 
STWKE THE CtTYAWEEK 
FROM TODAY/? 



And THEN HE CAUGHT SIGHT OF 

ONE OF THE VICTIMS-. .A SIGHT 
THA T CONGEALED HIS BLOOD IN 
HORROR. . - / 



NO/ NO/ IT CAN'T BE/ I 

HAVE TOO MUCH TO LIVE 

FOR/ I WON'T DIE/ NOT NOW/ -J 




A Hand pf 



{P^Mysb 



■ery 



The powers of the unknown have often played 
weird tricks with mortal man and the strangest 
one took place in new orleans many years abo 
when the city was still a place of mystery 
and enchantment. an aged medium gathered 
her small band of believers for her last 

SEANCE 




YOU MUST FIND 



WE ARE PENNILESS, 
MADAM / I 

WE AFFORD TO SEND \ ■ MY FINAL 
YOUR REMAINS SACK j^_ REQUEST / 
TO FRANCE ? , 




The old WOMAN died THAT same NIGHT, her DESTITUTE 
FLOCK PUT HER IN A COFFIN AND SEALED IT IN A 
CRYPT OVERLOOKING THE SEA. MONTHS PASSED AND 
THE MEDIUM'S WISHES STILL HAD NOT BEEN CARRIED 
OUT ',. . 



The crypt became haunted with unearthly 
sounds and visions. soon a great flood 
came and inundated the city. the crypt, 
though flooded, was left intact, but 
the coffin with the medium's body had 
mysteriously van/shed/ 




UpON INVESTIGATION IT WAS FOUND THAT THE 
COFFIN AND THE BODY IN IT WAS FROM THE CRYPT 
LOCATED IN A LAND MANY MILES ACROSS THE % 
SEAS. THE MEDIUM'S LAST WISH WAS FULFILLED. 
SHE WAS LAID TO REST IN THE SOIL OF HER BE- 
LOVED COUNTRY. HOW THIS AMAZING FEAT WAS 
ACCOMPLISHED REMAINS A BAFFLING MYSTERY 
IN THE ANNALS OF THE SUPERNATURAL/ , , 




SIR WEIR HARTMAN KILLED A MAN TO SECURE THE 
IMAGE OF MY EVIL POWER, BART WESTCOTT/ HE WAS 
A STRUG GLING^OUNG LAWYER AT THE TIME. THE 
MAN HE KILLED WAS A JUDGE, WHO IN TURN HAD 
KILLED FOR BAEL/ 



IT GOES BACK THOUSANDS OF YEARS, BART . 
WESTCOTT.' BEFORE THE DAYS OF BABYLON, MY 
IMAGE WAS WORSHIPPED BY THOSE WHO GAVE ME 
THEIR SOULS IN EXCHANGE FOR UNHOLY WISDOM 
AND POWER. DOWN THROUGH THE CENTURIES ONE 
MAN KILLS ANOTHER FOR ME, WHILE I FEAST 




Instinctively* bar? trieo to assault 

Wf MAN WHO HAD CAUSEO THIS HOMO* . 'VVi/j 



'HO POSSESS t 
IMAGE, COMMAND YOU TO TEAR J 
THIS WOMAN APART 1 
CONSUME HER. THEN DESTROY 
THE MAN WHO HAS LEARNED J 
ALL MY SECRETS/ 



WESTCOTT,. 

SAVE ME/ SAVE 

IRSELF/ GRA6 

IMAGE FROM 

IUSBAND/ 

aaAya Hh , 




BAEL... AGHHHH/ ^ 

ICALI MORE DEMONS- 




aA l"RGGH/^M 


ffio&7?^7$**0%foto£2$, 


1 .-■■' 
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IT IS TOO LATE, WEIR/ WHOEVER POSSESSES 
THE IMAGE MAY NOT GIVE IT UP UNTIL IT IS TAKEN. 

I BY FORCE . WHOEVER j~ * 

LOSES THE IMAGE MAY NOT / NO/ NO/- 
REGAIN IT/ YOU NOW 
FOR THE POWER YOU USED 
YOU GO TO JOIN THOSE,, 
WHO USED IT BEFORE 




Bart went back to amer/ca . , . 
and the image went with him . 
from that moment on, everything 
he wanted became his his fame 
as a lawyer grew and he had his 

own firm now. . 

— - ' the jury freed 

spiven m e coy,mr.westcott/ , 

THAT WAS -ONE CASE EVERYBODY *fc 

T E 




NO, I CAN'T LOSE 


\ I'VE 1 


JOHNSON. I HAVE A/ OFTEN \ 


SOURCE OF EXCEL- 


/ WONDERED 1 


LENT ADVICE THAT 


1 ABOUT THAT 


NEVER FAILS J 


IMAGE, MR. 


ME IN GETTING) 


WESTCOTT/ 


CRIMINALS J 


YOU LOOK AT 




ALL THAT HE HAS MAY BE YOURS, 


Bart had long since 


JOHNSON, YOU ARE FALLING 


CEASED TO REMEMBER THE 


UNDER THE SPELL OF BAEL . 


CURSE OF THE UNHOLY IMAGE. 


BAEL'S SHADOW TOUCHES YOU 
EACH TIME YOU LOOK UPON THE 


HE FELT HE'D BE SMARTER 


THAN WEIR AND HANG ONTO 


IMAGE . WHY DON'T YOU WATCH 


THE POWER FOREVER. 






GETS WHAT HE WANTS FROM ME? 


MARGE THINKS I'M COMING 




BACK TO THE OFFICE TO 


^' '- i M vi ■ "^ "* 


WORK. BUT I NEED BAEL S 


^^Mi^feM ■• %a=— «=&=— -? 


-POWER TO MAKE ME INVISIBLE 


Bjp&&^\U£ 


^#"^^|W cn r rafJ ^ PY 


•^^ioN HER. II- 1 


HT«*| fe 




It'-* Wt ^1 CHLOE , I'VE GOT 


^^KSFwWUB^&. #\ i' 


■K A^^m^ «'i ■! ■'■ , 


■S* "^'PP? AGAINST MARGE. 


K* t «5'i<^Bl'>Sv-.;feii 


p^-i'Sfcr^ts^ 


Uk \~~-^B^ Wr* V 
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The night johnsoh decided to steal the image 
was the night westcott returned to the office. 



YOU DIRTY THIEF/ PUT THAT IMAGE J OH. NO YOU , 

DOWN/ HOW DARE YOU/ I'LL LET gA WON'T/ 1— I 
THE POLICE DEAL WITH YOU/ V^KNOW YOUR ( 
SECRET/ a 




IT'S going to J 


AARGhH.' V AN, YES. BART, 




FOOL' *W JOHNSON WILL SEE/ 




IT 18 ^i BUT THE CURSE WILL 


M, _ffl*-m~^ 


ACCURSED/ ] GO ON AND ON/ AND 


P\P^sk j 


LYOU WILL SEE// NOW YOU, TOO, 


^r^Hfffl 


rafrif^auT RF1 ONG TO BAEL/ 


***'4* 'SffnT 


' ' 1 R ARE Y0U READY T0 




"•^■'•iMfcj \\ JOIN WEIR AND 


;.;•■ :-g&L.J-Ji 




THOSE OTHERS?/. 
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MeARL Y. ONE HUNDRED YEARS &G0, WHEN THE BALKAN 
COUNT tuts OF EUROPE WERE RULED 8* DESPOTIC ROYALTY, 
AN ADVENTURE IN THE REALM OF THE SUPERNATURAL 
OCCURRED. ONE NiGHT THE LORD OF A CASTLE IN 
HUNGARY SAT BROODiVGLY DRINKING WINE. AT HIS ■ 
SIDE STOOD A GYPSY FfOOLER PLAYING HIS SAO MUSIC. 
SUDDENLY . . - ' 



The gypsy's 

FIDDLE 
SUDDENLY 
BURST FORTH 
WITH A RIBALD, 
PULSE-THROBBING 

TUNE. THE 
BARON, CAUGHT 
UP IN THE 
TEMPO OF 
THE MUSIC, 
DANCED 
MADLY 
ABOUT THE 
ROOM/ 
SOON HE 
LOST ' 
CONTROL 
OF HIS , 
SENSES 




With his brain reeling, the baron lunged at 

the musician . 




The next Morning, the baron awoke from 
his drunken stupor and rushed to the 
room where the orgy of the past night 
had taken place » ■■ ." : ■ ,. 



Suddenly, the haunting music of a gypsy fiddle 
was heard , 





The SERVANTS RUSHED into the room WHEN 
THEY HEARD THE INSANE LAUGHTER. THEY FOUND 
THE BARON PRANCING MADLY ABOUT THE ROOM TO 
EERIE MUSIC THAT HAD NO SOURCE. THE BARON'S 
MIND WAS GONE AND HE' WAS SEALED IN THE 
ROOM UNTIL HIS DEATH. LONG AFTER THE MAO- 
MANS DEMISE, THE SOUNDS OF A GYPSY FIDDLE 
COULD STILL BE HEARD. THE POOL OF BLOOD 
STILL REMAINS, AFTER REPEATED ATTEMPTS 
TO ERASE IT, AS A TESTIMONIAL TO THE 
CREDIBILITY OF THE STRANGE , 



ADVENTURE/ 



THE 




Mary and john 
duncan were just 
two people who 
lived in a shabby 
neighborhood and 
whose only escape from 
reality was a night 
at the movies. if 
anyone had told them 
theavc'ents believed 
that each planet 
ruled over certain 
precious stones and 
that a spirit within 
the gem wielded 
magic power, mary 
and john would, 
have laughed. but 
no one told them, 
mary and john 
were the kino who 
find things out 
for themselves/ 



IT ALL BEGAN ON THE NIGHT OF SEPTEMBER 
gst>>. THE DUNCANS WERE RETURNING FROM 
THE MOVIES ... 



If MARY AND JOHN HAD STUDIED 
ASTROLOGY THEY MIGHT HAVE BEEN 
WORRIED, BECAUSE THIS mS THE 
HOUR OF THE TRANSIT OF MARS ; 
THROUGH SCORPIO.. .AND AN EVIL 
POWER WAS SEEKING OUT ITS OWN f 





As THE STRANGE CRAWb'NG THING EMERGED FROM THE 
GEM, MARY TRIED DESPERATELY TO SHAKE OFF ITS 
i CLINGING P/NCERS. 




JLs THE GUTTERING GEM FELL FROM MARY'S TERROR- 
PARALYZED ARM, THE STEADILY GROWING CREATURE 
AL SO DROPPED TO THE FLOOR , . . 

'*EEE00WWW/ j' M free of IT/ BUT—BUT 
I CANT MOVE/ IT-IT'S THE THING JOHN 
I THOUGHT WE IMAGINED/ I-l'M HELD IN ITS 
POWER/ WHAT ARE YOU? WHAT 




Before mary's horrified eyes, the creature 
rose toa standing posture and appeared in: 

i: ROBE AND TURBAN.* . 







But *r that moment mart's wishes be'gawto come 

THUE. . . AND Vtfff SHOULD SHE BOTHER ABOUT Atfr- 
THINS ELSE?; 




JOHN/ IT-IT'S CRAZY BUT IT'S TRUE/THERE'S 
MAGIC IN THE JEWEL/ W£ CAN HAVE ANYTHING WE | 
WANT/ MANSIONS, CLOTHES, ANYTHING/ NOW DO 
YOU WANT ME TO GET RID OF 

n THE SAPPHIRE? 



The next morning the newspapers had 
part of the story of what nad happened \ 
the night before.. . 



<L/T IN A LUXURIOUS PENTHOUSE SUITE IN THE fVTZBILT 
TOWERS WHERE THEY HAD MOVED EARLYfJHAT MORNING, 
MARY AND JOHN WEREN'T BOTHERED. V 




WE can't risk selling the sapphire because 
we'd have to explain how we got it and why 
we kept it. . -and we'd be fools to give it 
up because of that one moment of possible 
danger/ and yet 




f THIS IS THE MOMENT MARS NERGAL 
ENJOYS THE FEAST THAT RENEWS THE 
LIFE -AND LUSTER OF THE JEWEL HE 
GOVERNS/ SINCE AT THE MOMENT I WAS 
RELEASED, YOU WERE BOTH TOUCHING 
THE JEWEL.. .YOU BOTH BELONG TO ME 




RETURN of the ICE VAMPIRE 



Thor Gustaffson heard the voices above him- 
He tried to open his eyes to see who was speak- 
ing, but he couldn't Something was weighing 
him down, a great weight, so that he could not 
move at all. 

"He's perfectly preserved," he heard someone 
say. "The body's probably been lying here for ten 
years, and yet there's no sign of decomposition!" 

They were talking about him, Thor realized. 
Fools, he thought. Didn't they know that he was 
indestructible, that he could not die? What they 
thought was his body was merely he, alive, in a 
suspended state of animation. Hot anger ran 
through him as he thought of the way he'd been 
betrayed, brought to this condition. He wanted to 
raise his arms and tear and destroy and avenge 
himself, but yet ihc weight upon him kept him 
silent. They were talking again above him — two 
men, he knew. 

"Let's get him off this mountain." one of them 
said. "The glacial tee has kept him perfectly pre- 
served. This find* could make medical history!" 

Thor felt-himsrlf raised gradually onto some 
sort of carrying device. The mention of the gla- 
cier caused him to remember what had happened 
- — to him it seemed only yesterday. 

His brother Jan had discovered what he was. 
It had happened quite accidentally. They had been 
mountain climbing that day and had gone too 
high and gotten lost. High up there on the lonely, 
deserted mountain, he had fell the uncofit roll able 
need for blood, the overpowering urge to kill. 
He'd been far from the Swiss chalet where they 
lived, too far from any living habitation so that 
he could sate his need and hide the ravaged body 
of his victim from discovery. 

So he had waited impatiently till dark, while 
the little blood he had turned to water and his 
throat was dry and burning with the need for 
drink. He had. waited until his. brother Jan had 
gone to bed, and then softly, quickly he had 
crept to Jan's side, leaned over him, his teeth 
bared to sink into the sleeping man's neck. 

"Thor! What are you doing! Have you gone 
mad?" The shout had come from his brother, as 
some sixth sense had caused him to open his eyes. 

Jan had sprung up and twisted away, and 
snarling, uttering animal noises, Thor had been 
upon him. But Jan was older, heavier, stronger, 
Desperately he'd struggled, for now, in addition 



to his need for blood was the realization that Jan 
must be destroyed. Now that Jan knew what he 
was, he would never be safe so long as Jan lived. 
But in the end Jan had overcome him, and he 
had lain bound hand and foot while Jan ques- 
tioned him. ' 

"Why, why are you this way? How long has 
it gone on? How many have you killed?" 

His brother's questions rolled over him while 
he lay silent, hate filling his heart, no answer 
surging to his lips. What could he say. How stupid 
explanations would be when there weren't any to 
give! He had been thc-onc to inherit the disease 
that festered in their family. 

Finally when morning came, Jan had left him 
there. He'd taken away his warm clothing, his 
boots, anything that would, help him survive in 
this world of ice. 

"No matter what you arc," Jan had said, "I can- 
not bring myself to kill you. I am going to leave 
you here, to the mercy of the elements. Without 
these means of survival, nature will kill you. It 
will he easy to convince the villagers that in our 
climbing you lost jour footing and fell into some 
deep chasm where your body now lies." 
. 5o Jan had left him, bound hand and foot, and 
Jan had walked away. It was later that night that 
he heard the huge, breaking sound of glacial ice, 
and shortly thereafter it descended upon him, 
burying him beneath its weight. And so he had 
lain these ten years, knowing that her was inde- 
structible, knowing that someday I* release would 
come, and that his revenge would come. And now 
the ice had shifted once again, leaving him free at 
last to seek that revenge. . . . 

Thor's reverie ended as he felt himself lifted 
from the stretcher onto a smodth, marble slab. 
This would be the morgup, he knew, and there 
would be others here, bloodless ones who would 
not serve his purpose. 

"We'll leave him here till .tomorrow," he heard 
one of his rescuers say. '"Then we'll phone Dr. 
Turk to join us and we'll dissect the body." 

"Sounds like an cxcollcnt suggestion," someone 
agreed. 

Thor had to control the corners of his mouth. 
The frigid state of his body was leaving him and 
in another hour he knew he would be able to move 
freely. By morning, he mused, there would be 
additional corpses that could be dissected in the 



laboratory — and foremost would be that of his 
brother jan! When he, himself, was found miss- 
ing in the morning, he knew they would merely 
assume that someone had stolen his corpse. 

It was exactly an hour later, in the darkened, 
silent, motionless morgue that Thor Gustaffson 
raised himself from -his slab. He stood there for 
a moment, feeling the delight of movement after 
these long years of immobility, and then he Left 
the surge for blood rise up in him. Quickly he 
surveyed his mountain .clothes, cliecking_ to see 
whether they'd withstood the ravages of time and 
ice. The material was good, and his outfit was in 
order. 

His first thought was to sate his hunger, and as 
he slowly opened the door, his eyes lit upon a 
young nurse coming down the hall, carrying a tray 
to some patients room. He had almost decided to 
spring upon lier 'when caution an4 his need for 
revenge told him otherwise. 

A .struggle might bring someone running, and 
then therewould be a hue and cry. Better to con- 
trol himself*a little longer, make sure that he 
would D3 safe. It was Jan that he would sate this, 
long-starved thirst with. It was jan who could 
reveal to everyone what he was. 

He knew the hospital was only a short distance 
from the chalet — if his brother still lived there. 
And if he knew Jan, he was not one to move 
around much. 

Thor Gustaffson slipped down the silent corri- 
dors that were now safe in the late of the night 
and walked outside. The night was crisp with the 
winter's air, and a bright moon lit his way, and he 
struck off in the direction of the chalet. True to 
his surmise, when he approached it, he saw the 
lights that burned within it. It had not been 
boarded up. Jan was- Still there. 

He slipped past the gates that protected the 
estate and headed toward the downstairs floor. A 
light was burning in the library, and the drapes 
had not been drawn. Standing there beneath the 
window, his fist clenched as fury rose in him 
again. All these years while he had lain frozen and 
helpless, all this luxury had been his brother's. 

Jan sat lounging in a chair dose to the fireplace, 
a book in his hand, the picture of comfort. And as 
Thor watched, the door to the library opened, and 
a beautiful gfrl with gold hair, dressed in a white 
velvet robe, stood there, 

"Jan darling, aren't you going to bed?" 1h? 
sound of her voice came to Thor through the 
half- opened French door. 

"No," Jan said. "I fee! a bit restless tonight. I 

think- 1 might stroll around the grounds for awhile, 

maybe go dawn to the village. Til be back spon." 

She pouted slightly, and then said, "Well, don't 

be gone too long. I'll miss you," 



Good, Thor thought. It woirfd not be necessary 
for him to enter the chalet and possibly cause an 
alarm. He could lie in wait here until Jan came 
out, and then — 

It was just five minutes later that Jan came 
through the French doors. Thor let him pass, hug- 
ging back into the shadows, lurking behind him 
as he walked briskly down the path of the estate. 
Jan was carrying a walking stick, a sharp pointed 
one that he swung in his hand idly as he walked, 
Jan was halfway down the path when Thor 
spoke to him, 

"Greetings, brother," he said softly. 
As Jan 'whirled around, Thor stood waiting for 
him in a half animal-like crouch. He knew that 
the surprise of seeing him would throw his brother 
off guard, and he wanted the delight of savoring 
that moment of fear on Jan's part before he killed 
him. And then the chalet, and Jan's lovely, wife— ' 
all of it would be his. ( - 

Slowly Jan came .toward him. ' "So you -are 
alive," h»said slowly. "I knew later that you could 
not be dead. And even if you don't believe me, 
I'm glad you're back, I want to talk to you — " _ 
Thor waited to hear no more of his brother's 
conversation. He didn't intend to-be taken pris- 
oner again. With a gutteral cry he sprang, and 
once more, as ten years before, they were strug- 
gling together. 

But then, suddenly, Thor went rigid with shock. 
For he realized with shocking clarity what his 
brother wanted of him. It was not to take him 
prisoner again-^it was not to kill him-r-buC . . . 
With hypnotized eyes he watched Jan's face come 
closer and closer to him, watched the bared teeth 
of his brother come closer and closer to his throat! 
This vile insanity that festered in their family had 
claimed his brother, too! Now his brother, too, 
slipped out in the dead of night to quench his 
ever-present thirst and prev on unwary strollers. 

With an inarticulate cry'he flung Jan from him. 
Jan fell backward, his arms fkiling-in all direc- 
tions, and then as he twisted, he screamed' with 
agony as he was impaled upon the point of his 
walking stick.. 

Thor looked desperately around him. He knew 
that the scream would attract attention. He started' 
to run swiftly down the path to. the gates, but 
when he get there, they were closed. Behind him 
he heard servants coming, and desperately he tried 
to think of a way out of his predicament, and 
quickly he tried to vault the iron gate that sur- 
rounded the estate. His jump was just short of 
success, and with a scream he, too, succumbed to 
death as the iron picket impaled him. 

And thus they found Thor Gustaffson that eve- 
ning, a man whom they'd thought ten years dead, 
and they watched his life's blood ebb. finally away, 
and they wondered. 




coke to think cf it, i've never 
had aw time off myself. like . 
winthrop... i've always been too 
busy. it might not be a 
idea to see what it would be 
like/ even just a few hours 

off would be a change. 



i've never done anything 
■ like this before - never let] 
anything interfere with 
business.. . but maybe winthrop] 
deserve a few 
hours to ourselves. 



Si AM, INDEED? »»D ALL THIS 
rTIHE I'VE HAD TO CONCEAL M 
TflUE NATURE/ I'VE HAD TO SNEAK - ^ 
CWATNIQHT HIDE U 




S IS EVEN BETTER \f THE FOOLS M 



than i planned' i had intended | 
to tell them that you wehe 
murdered by a fiend/ but now^ 
they'll simply think i 



YOURSELF FALLING AW 
BLED TO DEATH.' HEH HEH/ 

WERE A DUTIFUL WIFE, H" 
DEAR. NOT ONLY HAVE YOU 




are rou? i seem 

KNOW YOU , . . BUT IT LOOKS 
'« BEEN HAVING A 





E THEM FOR BEING 
y^PUZZLED. FOR THEY . 

IT OLD MORGANSON HAD 
I I GASPED HIS LAST IN A 
[J LIBRARY CHAIR 

N HIS BED . . .Am THE DOt 
OR TOO, DEAD IN THE LIB- 
RARY, LOOKING AS THO HE'D 
■ BEEN DROWNED. BUT THE 
I POLICE didn't know that 
I EVERYTHING HAD WORKED 
| OUT ACCORDING TO MY 
SCHEDULE. THE DOCTOR 
■AS TO HAVE DROWNED ANY- 
'AY WHILE ON A FISHING 
RIP.. .BUT FELL INTO A 
■WIMMING POOL INSTEAD. 
VDY WAS FATED TO DIE 
\T HER HUSBAND'S HANDS~ 
| AND THAT HAPPENED/ AND 
IE COUNT'S CURSED LINE 
I WAS DESTINED TO LAST' 
I FOUR HUNDRED YEARS.. AND 
\T WAS UP ON MIDNIGHT, 
•DAY THE I3">. 



HEART AND ALBERT'S 
BLOOD PRESSURE Tl 
ALITTLE PREMATURELY P 
THEY GOT 
DECIDED TO W 
SLICE OF THE MORGANSON FORTUNE 
MAYBE THINGS WERE A LITTLE- 
PUSHED, BUT IT WILL SAVE ME 
TIME LATER. ..A REALLY 
RELAXING EVENING^ EVENTHOUGH 
I ENJOYED A LITTLE H 
EVERYTHING TOOK CARE OF ITSELF.' 




